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„ Monmon ch Worlted 


In the WEST: 
O R, 
His Care and Grief for the Death of his poor SOULDI ERS. 


Together with his Worthy Sayings, while he remained obſcure. in a ſilent Gr 
—— of ſome of his particular Friends. * 


* 
ä To the Tone of, The Souldiers a 


| | Yer J habe ſo great a Spirit, 
0 pro; Monmouth muſt away, that J will not thus give 0'ze, 
any nem {x dv — Tho J [may a _ defer it; 
1 to betra e face deg once moze. 
& Comtler up away ln, per 5 * N 
| we wall e ſure, | Brittains Rights Jam renewing, 
| Wen will follow after, can this give a ſult offence ? 
there we ſhall be an ſecure, Thoſe that glozy fn my Ruine, 
J in time may recompence : 
4 1 had dat An-unition, = - Fo J'll have a ſtronger Army, 
| i quickly win the Field, and ok Amunition kope, 
— — Ill have Drums + Trumpetg charmins; 
I muſt feln: when as J — tes 


J vill give them thundzing Battle, 
when J do return again, 

And when roaring Euns do Rattle, 
who dare ſay that I am lain? 

Charge rhem ro the higheft Center, 
fo2 to make the Papilts flye, 

Life and Foztune J will venter, 
to reward their Cruelty. 


My po Souldiers they was taken, 
and in dꝛoves to Pꝛiſon ſent, 
This may proteſtants awaken, 
to bebhold Romes blac intent: 
They ſhew not a grain ok pity, 
which does grieve my heart full Coze, 
Fo: in ev'ry Town and City, 
they were Hang d at their own denz. 


There they ript their Sellies open, 
and their Bowels burn'd hard by, 


Tho' J come with flying Banner, 
to the Land which J belong, 
Tell me, is notthis a Token J declarc upon my Honour, 
of the Acts of Cruelty? not a Subject well Iwꝛon 
Nay, they tut them into Quarters, Ok the Proteſtant Pꝛokeſſion, 
while they reckt in purple Soze, whom J ever did adoze, 
= Think upon this dear Exp2eſſion, 


Never wag there ſuch like Creatures, 
in a Chzilkian Land beſoe, 


| Heavens Bleſs you cvcrmoze. 


Tho' pz Souls, their Lives were ended, | He no foner this had ended 


7 
ptet, alas! this would not do, but they ſei7d hs Royal Gꝛate, 
Malice further ſtill extended, And his Perſon they attended 
fo2 they boyl d their Quarters to: to a mote ſecure place: 
All to rerrifie the Nation, After that to London City, 
with my pen dead mangi'd Men, where on Tower-Hill he Dy'd, 
While each tender dear Relation, All his Friends was mob d with pit. 
Reeds. muſt. be. afflicted then. | while his Foes wag latisky d. 
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